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1 


How did this thought 
become a viper? 

by 6am 

it had already devoured 
a number of street lights 

tonight 
my kingdom 

is a mirror reflection 
as bright as the volatile dream 

the thought that rises 
like steam 
from a sewer 

there is no need 

to kneel before my opera mask 

in actuality 
I did not survive 
sailing by 

the isle of the sirens 

though I am still here 
right now 
in someway 
mysteriously 

there is an electric palace 

of the heavens above 

that can see through our windows 

windows of glass 

and inner glass through windows of thought 

the mind’s window is as such 

open to this at times 

unraveling dimension 

and all that it keeps hidden 

*** 


11 / 15 - 16/2019 



2 


Void and illusion 
this day 

is a flower of electric eyes 

where some truths linger 
like daggers 

wrapped in a subversive cellophane 

my own visions 

mingling with Elysian glare 

of the afterlife 

if there is a purpose 

to this alchemical refraction 

it is the revealing of gilded mysteries 

the absence in these shadowed corridors 
is as thin as ethereal breath 

so bring me to an enraptured tranquility 
by means of the lunar whisper 

to hear.to hear 

the invisible choirs of the mind 
and all that the mind creates 
of a sublime effervescence 
of time and a more subtle gravity 
coiled like an asp 


*** 


- 11 / 16/2019 




3 . 


Of course it exist 
the kiss of the Moon 
it is so pale 

yet divine in its own fashion 
it is devotion 

comprised of radiant particle 

it is a sublime veil 
of the eternal reflection 
there in the water of awakening 
there is a truer self to he seen 

there is a surface of vapor 
underneath the solidity we perceive 

I go alone 

to the pillar of thunder 

there is a glaring tintype 
that is as a beacon 
in the phonographic sea 

there are symmetries 
of a Morphean dawn 
revealing themselves 
in the cosmopolitan glow 

a city upon which 
has been bestowed 
the essence of the Sun 




- 11 / 16/2019 



4 


Wine soaked 

stars of flesh and eyes 
living in mansions 
of a rooted disguise 

cinema may have its drawbacks 
such as the extrapolation 
of illusion from the true breath 
yet mesmerized as we are 
we seek a more vivid oblivion 
in the place of displeasure 

reels of dreamt of time 
an infinity 

such a sublime materialization 
of motion.sound 

and gardens within bright recollections 
the mind’s ethereal spheres 

how we have fed upon 
the ambrosia of such creations 
inducing the serendipity 
the winds of chance 

that this cinematic dimension may unleash 
in the ever luminous cauldrons of the soul 

we anoint new stars 

from out of these solar impulses 

we instill them within our subconscious 

where they rise like moonlarks in the twilight 




- 11 / 16/2019 




5 


Grive us the vines 
that dangle 

from the very tapestry of creation 
so that we may climb 
climb. 

to what the Sun keeps hidden 
in blinding glare 

I do not pretend 
to hold 

a single belief 
they leave me by my eyes 
and go to rest 
in tombs of sky 

as I have lost all need for hashish 
or the hallucinogen 

vapors .metallic sarcophagus 

I will leave you in exile 
in the desolation of regret 

I will leave you with obsidian orchids 
bokays and athames 

spells cast 

into erasing winds 

dust.and radio vortex 

of the soul 

a mind tasked 
with the navigation 
of Tartarus 


*** 


- 11 / 17/2019 






6 


I should never 
have been so foolish 
now I am pursued 
by invisible jailers 
whose sentence itself 
is not so invisible 

back in those days 
I did not see things 
in their full openness 

I made a crystal ball 
out of a radio 

I sought angelic conversation 

with no regard 

to the unseen topography 

what I sought 

I found as a fool 

and I found fangs 

in the audio of disintegration 

within the di si nte grati on 
I found the lasting shackles 
of a voice 

tell us. 

void within the storm clouds 
give us something to ingest 
but for this foul elixir 
of the white noise 

*** 


- 11 / 17/2019 




7 


Moments of the hourglass 
dissolve before my eyes 
wickedness.wickedness 

there was a low aurora borealis last night 

that boiled away sanity 

and made of it a turbulent vapor 

consign me into the fog 
that obscures 

the clear path to the Etruscan altar 

I have not 

the placement 

within eternity 

to be awake 

at the hour 

of the doom 

and of the trumpet 

I have singed 

the dimension's curvature 

foolishly 

I want the nitrate 
of Cleopatra's ecstasy 
to expand my vision 
into the unseen chambers 
of the hieroglyph 

I want source and expansion 
to weave out riddles on a spindle 

I want riddles to flood 

the Industrial Revolution's antechamber 

I want it all blasted mad 
with soliloquies 

of cows.spoons 

and the graceful glow 

of flights over the desolate Moon 

*** 

- 11 / 17/2019 





8 


As I have known 
the three serpents 
of this hallucination 

as I have known 
the ruhy 

of the century’s vapor 

it rises from ancient hogs 
that are as portals 

to ever more ancient and forgotten hogs 

soul that is light 

you are hidden from me now 

hound to this weathered plateau of the fossilized 

and there is often 
this coldness which surrounds 
that makes everything seem to me 
as if frozen hy Medusa 

we filled our gohlets 
with wine and arrogance 
and her eyes took from us 

all the superfluous motions of the colorful 

now we gaze out upon 

the expanse of rigid years 

we ourselves are as sepulchers of dreams 

quiet.quiet 

heyond redemption 


*** 


- 11 / 17/2019 




9 


There is no infinity 
that is as appealing to me 
as its antithesis 

the lilacs sway 
amidst all the ruin 
of insecticides 

we shall destroy 
such smaller perfections 
and he devoured 
hy the ghost of it all 

as tonight 

I see a luminous ring 
around the Moon 

a foreboding 
a foretelling 
an implication 

that time is as such an hourglass 

and we are but grains of sand 

slipping into the abyssal symbol 

that our time is gone 

immaterial are we now 

and so we must look to horizons 

where this world ends 

and another begins anew 


*** 


- 11 / 17/2019 



10 


This day 
I rest upon 
moments of cold rain 

I rest upon 

the imbalance of time itself 

the sky is as chill 
as the descent of fortune 

so I open the mind 

to all the grayness of this shroud 
and solitude resounds 
like the echo of a crow 

so the seeds are sown 

that grow into the envenomed impulse 

when all of this sphere 

chokes us with its mystery 

and absolute absence of anointed purpose 

we could watch a candle flicker 
with beyond a thousand eyes 

we could see satyrs upon the walls 
for what fabrication of clarity 
can confine us 

we can amend.we can amend 

how we perceive 
this theater of vapor 
and the pulse of life 

the pulse of life 

that electric invention 

infuses us with illusion 


*** 


- 11 / 17/2019 




11 


If there is nothing to reflect 

allow me to hide away 

inside of this mirror 

where I shall not he seen 

for a nightly hour 

for certain I am 

there are things there 

that exceed the vast radio mirage 

there are pythons that won't stir 

jackals that won't feed 

upon this numb consecration 

there are piranhas 

that will never leave 

the reflection pools of the atomic age 

that is.if any of us ever leave 

the dominion of bewitched astrolabes 

chi me s 

chi me s 

ne w 

old 

abandone d 

a nautical and spatial 
displacement of the mirror's universe 
and these vines growing taller 
than our colloquial boasting 
higher.ever higher 

than the weathervanes atop our ziggurats 
our petroleum earth ever expanding 
unbound by symmetry 
we shall collect ages 

and rectify them to the counterfeit coin 


*** 


- 11 / 17/2019 





12 


Across the radio horizon 
lies an infinity of spirit 

the propagation 
of our world’s muses 
onwards towards 

an apex of hydrogen and timeless light 
and of all this 

that seems so anointed and thunderous 
a great silence fills 

the ethereal dominion of our perceptions 

f i re 
li ght 

breath of all these imagined gardens 

through curving glass 

through ascended vision so dazzled 

we behold 

the sovereignty 

of so vast a mystery 




- 11 / 17/2019 



13 . 


Grive not thoughts 
wicked seeds 

give them water of Mercury’s shores 

amidst oblivion’s reeds 

for none of it truly exist there 

place the goblet 
upon the mantle 
there let it wait 
for vampire lips 

do not topple 
upright stones 
for they may be aligned 
to astrological bones 

drink the night 

consume its absence of eclipse 

feel its dagger 

smoke its weed of sainthood 

there upon a sailboat 

be still upon the placid lake 

where Viking swords are hurled 

towards Saturn's methane breathing doves 

reveal your idols of the Moon 
in the antechambers of hashish 
descend down rabbit holes 
to the feudal realm 
of the playing card Queen 

*** 


- 11 / 18/2019 



14 


Capi talism 

and a dreary rain 

this morning 

is as an orchard of hemlock 
gray shrouds of icy breath 
bleak 

asphalt streets 
of the mundane 

pillars that stand 

for the monetary pharaohs 

the rains do not cleanse 

these grounds of ceaseless industry 

they spread the ruinous gasoline fumes 

till all may become 
a sepulcher of vapors 




- 11 / 18/2019 



15 


I unlock the mirage 

with a whistle 

and a hope of dissipation 

remember not 

my words of fluidity 

there is no need 

the thorns of roses 

will ever bleed their suitor 

unseen truth 

its very molecules are vipers 

I hold a candle to you 
the shadow 
the void 

that is my companion 

I make you look false 

with a futility of light 

yet you will rise like a Leviathan 

from the abyssal unknown 

and take my dreams 

to your lunar desolation 

I will go 
I will go now 
towards expanses of time 
that are but fated 
to be freed by a sunrise 




- 11 / 18/2019 



16 


These hours swing 
as scythes 

slicing through directions 

fractals splinter 

cast into a furious wind 

nothing is really 

brought out of 

this soul’s inner chamber 

dismal 

gray 

weather of submission 

I cannot expatiate 
of hours 

fluid now in chaos 

I must repose 

in the shadow 

of the absent eclipse 




- 11 / 19/2019 



17 


I am stuck inside 

of a cold office building 

though not really stuck 

I can move 

but I won’t move 

I can’t move 

it’s cold everywhere 

I don’t want to move 

movement brings on more cold 

won’t it? 

the world 

is going to throw me 
out into its cold self 
e ve ntually 
isn't it? 

I drag out 
the moments 
but I know 
I must go forth 


go forth 
and be colder 


unless I move 
someplace warmer 


but that 
is just a 

a puff of 


pipe dream 
smoke 




- 11 / 19/2019 



18 


So m 

any 

i n vi si ble 

absurdities 

some 

of 

them with 

voice s 

some 

of 

the m 


are 

the 

nemesis of 

sile nee 

some 

of 

the m 


are 

as c 

andie s 


that 

; shine of voice 

and 

not 

li ght 



some of these voices 
speak nothing meaningful 

we must erase expediency 
it has no form here 

it is an expressionless gas bubble 
when all things 

are meteoric in their reversal 

do not hold remembrance 

of one so enchanted by the Moon 

the Moon 

will not disappear 
quite so easily 
as the Fool's crown 
can attest so truthfully 

I must go alone 
upon the plateau 
of living daylight 

and there 

miniature glass worlds 
must stay 

*** 

- 11 / 19/2019 



19 


There must he 
turn-key decadence 
why not? 

think you only of appearances 

and a kind of electric reconciliation? 

leave it 

to its own devices 

it is hut a sulfuric exhale 

it is a metallurgic flux 
of carhon dioxide sunlight 
give me the crow's woes 
upon a cylinder 

now you.marooned violinist 

fill the plowed field 
with the music 

of the angel's deafening silence 

cheruhim and mushrooms 

as the first light is heralded 

hy the solar inscription 

what you see 

are the reflections of the words 
that are truly ravenous 

yet tax laws 
make everything 
an exploration 
into the far removed 
and poorly distilled 


- 11 / 19/2019 




20 


Sight into an invisible world 
can he as a storm 
of lucid perplexity 

we do not want 
incidents of calamity 
we want withdrawal 
into exquisite revelations 

no.I do not recognize anything relevant 

void has become an ever expanding 
tarpit of hollow thoughts 

automated in the pursuit of accumulation 

we feel the light of the Sun 

upon plateaus of illusion 

this scene is the mirror of another 

long ago staged falsely 

by the demigods of untruth 

upon the theater of the world 

stoically we may drift 

into pharmaceutical azure 

being labelled by those 

who need any kind of explanation 

a kind of zealotry of judgements 

however.diverging paths 

into the quintessence of the stars 
is inevitable eventually 
the end is always 
a nebula of luminous cloud 




- 11 / 20/2019 





21 


How I've arrived 

at the edge of this thought 

I look down 
and see 
i nfinite 

whatever was before 
time itself 

down there 

is so much 

yet to he imagined 

yet as of right now 

it is not 

nothing stirs 
beyond the edge 
of this thought 

nothing beyond 

below 

above 

cast any light 
yet behind me 

in the realm of my thought 
there is 

some thread of creation 


*** 


- 11 / 20/2019 



22 


I thought 

I heard 

some thing 

that didn't exist 

though 

in actuality 

who am I to proclaim 

what exist or not? 

Yes.ce rtai nly 

I look up to the sky 

and I see the Moon 

yet do I know 

that it is really there? 

I feel 

no moondust 

beneath my feet 

and I probably never will 

I have never been 

to The Sea of Tranquility 

nor will I ever most likely 

yet I look up 
to the night sky 
and there the Moon is 
as always 

yet what I hear 
is not a sphere 
it is a fabrication 
fooling all the world 
as I am ever fooled 

*** 


- 11 / 20/2019 




23 . 


There was something 
of a paleness 
before the dawn 

and then the birds sang 
with little enchantment 

realizations 

washed upon my mind as a tide 
that this day is to be spent 
in such a revolving drudgery 

and I made my thoughts 
look to the hour 
when the lark 
would assume preeminence 

yet it is as far 

as a valkyrie's song I fear 

this ember of new light 

gives cause.purpose 

to awaken again 

for perhaps something of it 

will be brighter 

than this chamber of memories 

where ancient torches dim 

and the night's crow is perched 

and set to assume 

with a gaze created so 

to know my hour 


*** 


- 11 / 21/2019 




24 


It was either a dream 

or a mirror reflection 

or somehow a labyrinth of these 

as there are many depths 
that to no slight degree 
the world 

would rather cover over 

with deceiving flowers of trickery 

through days 
of fog and Sun 

banishme nt 

banish it all away 

what makes these dreams 

seem as an unmoving remembrance 

that makes these thorns 
fade as only illusions would 
.se re nely 

yet the sting is as anchored 
as stars to the celestial heavens 

the flower in my hand 
is already withered 

somewhere.where it is already so 

for it is said as such by some 
and perhaps they have themselves 
this coin toss already known 

*** 


- 11 / 21/2019 





25 


A pi 11 
take it 

and find relief 
from that storm 
of your thoughts 

that storm 

that if your thoughts 

are not hut mirrors of false illusions 
is a storm 

whose light devouring edge 
extends out 

beyond the mirky boundaries of the mind 

no.not at all 

this is not 

a flickering candle that is spectral 

no.not at all 

this is a proclaimed illusion 
whose fangs drawl the realest blood 

such proclamations 
weigh as dust 
upon brass scales 
in windless rooms 
sealed from the cacophony 
of self-assured speech 

the pill 

it is what is wanted of you 

doors opened.such strange things seen 

must not without explanation 
and expedient resolution go 

the pill 

is as a symbol of the times 

it is the strategy 

of what uncertainty weaves 

and so to make the reed 
forget it is a reed 
and feel not 

the temperament of the wind 






26 


Grive us swords 
trumpets 

words that are G-reek Fire 
give us exile 

from commercialized complacency 

give us star maps 
to radio our horiscopes 

we have found 

the sound of the void 

like a kind of hypnotism 

we stare each day 

at the sarcophagus of the world 

fed electric occultism 

and so now we go 
to the desert 
that is a stratosphere 
that is an ocean 

we are cartographers 

of the mind's labyrinthine expanses 

a landscape that ever may he 
as unbound 

as whatever a thought may fathom 

*** 


-11/21-22/2019 



27 


I will gather all 
of my estranged reflections 
and place them within 
a tin receptacle 
as I know 

through scrying without 
mystified water 
that tin is a material 
conducive to a unique thought 
or multitudes of them 
like a Hermetic pollen 
blasted hy the wind 
and spread far and outwardly 

beyond the curvatures of this globe’s quintessence 

I have something to say 
and it is not 

an abandoned altar of the meteorite 

no.it is my Carpathian eyesight 

materialized as an implement of sorcerous weather 

a shadowed wing 

touches the soil 

as a raven’s instinct 

and tree rings give me a breath 

of medieval oxygen 

there I see the early Sun 
as a purifying oasis 
rarefied flames 
brightness of all discovery 

de ni ze n.de ni ze n 

of a different age 
whose memories 

are as ethereal drops of rain 
upon the leaf 

*** 


-11/22/2019 





27 


I have known the bliss 
of the silent infusion 

a dust of dreams 
floats in the air 

a dream of dust 
is growing like a vine 

the gas light 
and the chime 

the comet 
he re 

is an omen 
of usurpation 

I am 

misunderstood 

who will walk with me 
upon the plateau 
of the astral substance 
where dreams crystalize 

*** 


-11/22/2019 



28 


The boundaries 
of the mirage 
are expanding 

a subtle devouring 
it is bestowing upon us 
splendorous light 

when deep asleep 

do we not merge 

with this vaporous ocean 

an air of lamps 
dirigible s 
hydrogen 

the roses and thorns 
of blasphemy 

we want words 

and the flight of bats 

to seize us 

amidst a meditative phosphorus 

and Icarus 

high above the land 

of radio antenna 

within 

the vision of the Sun 
a candelabra anointed 




-11/22/2019 



29 


Words of no formation 
carry across 
a thick ether of spells 

monuments 

of the reflected soul 
the land shall hear 
my echoes of stone 

I call out 
by a caged thought 
into the wind 
of the hydra's fury 

I go where 

scarecrows are touched 
by the stellar hypnosis 

gravitate 

we do gravitate in succession 
like orbiting spheres 
around nine moons ascended 

an isolated rose 
amidst a maze 
of heraldry 

a falcon 
perched upon 

a pillar of emerald alchemy 

*** 


-11/22/2019 



30 


Eyes open at dawn 
as a drawbridge 
the soul 

struck by cascades.luminous 

plucked unnaturally 

from distant gardens of slumber 

a fury.it strikes me 

all too early 

a carnival of crows 
before the hour 

when it would be deemed accustomed 

all this too early 

brightne ssy 

brightne ss 

the Sun is a viper 


*** 


-11/23/2019 





31 


Kingdoms of eihaust 
night howls of ashen sound 

I want to touch 
a false immortality 

candelahras 
still as tombs 

Helios lost 
forgotten 

denied with blasphemies 

we have our pollutants 
toxicity 

and atomic barrels 
of death in future ages 

we shall watch television 
and feed 

phantom piranhas 

we shall elect robber barons 
and be pillages 
by fake truths 




-11/23/2019 



32 


See these vultures 
in flight above 
a desolation 

they share an instinct 
with the scorpion 

liste n 

to the very sound of void 
he hold 

these last hours 

swallowed 

by a candlelight 


*** 


-11/24/2019 



33 . 


Grive these days 
exceeding glare 
of the immaterial 

hopele ssly 

hopele ssly 

I find these words 

as a sphinx in the desert 

I have known shadows 
to spread their wings 

I want to hold you 
once again 
vaporous dagger 

paradoxe s 
fall upon me 

like bombs of the Luftwaffe 

I will banish myself 
into the kingdom of rain 

As so many of us are 
chained to our cruelty 

our souls burn for freedom 

yet we must feed 

this essence of wildness 


*** 


-11/24/2019 



34 


Every mirror is a stage 
and I possess a shadow 
that reflects what it sees 

imprisoned 
within a mirage 
a false reality 

I walk amidst ravens 
and electric mist 

wi re s.circuits 

conduits 

to the demigod’s ears 

give to me something 
of a pulsating 
sapphire of radio 

for there are realms 
behind the appearance 
of things 




-11/24/2019 




35 


I find the hourglass 
distilled of Hermetic particle 

an illumination of dreams 
like a sacramental dew 
upon the valley 
of the solar juxtaposition 

I climb pyramids 
of celestial thought 

the Sun sees through me 
purifying false assumption 

such a light 
to mortify 

visions of symbols 
a telekinesis of philosophy 

an ancient radio tower 
from which originate 
transmissions 
of a clouded beyond 


*** 


-11/24/2019 



36 


I devour 
a morning’s 
false quiet 

cast down 
into turbulence 
by human pretensions 
of ascension 

a dark 

celestial movement 
eclipsing faith 

amidst 
all this 

strange impermanence 


*** 


-11/24/2019 



37 


An onyx seraphim 
in electric night 

solemn candles 
give light 
to the ages 

reflect with me awhile 
upon mortality- 

will this candle also 
go to the shadow 

I am here 
unaware 

of star-like cathedrals 

the passing comet 
exhale s 
its oracles 

upon this sphere 
of wind and spirit 


*** 


-11/24/2019 



38 


I saw 

a sea of ashes 
I saw 

a city of candles 
I heard 

a symphony of monuments 

a tidal flood 
of thoughts 

our dreams 

are bestowed 

to the stellar fields 

I drink 

of the celestial cask 
I am deep 

within this labyrinth 
of phonographs 

pillars of salt 

e ve rywhe re 

speak with no voice 

I seek to imagine 
this fissure 


*** 


-11/24/2019 



39 


I touch 

the nemesis of infinity 
I see 

a parthenon of emotions 
garde ns 

where thorns are glaring 

the distant sea 

is a separation to me 

time with its scythe 
distilling 

with such absoluteness 

this part of me 
that is lost to vines 


I 

ste p 

through 

a 

gate 

of realms 

I 

have 

ne ve r 

CO 

mple 

tely returned 


*** 


-11/24/2019 



40. 



The 

re is 


an 

ethereal presence 

i n 

this rc 

>om 

i t 

bri ngs 

with it 

the 

chasm 

of unknowing 

i t 

bri ngs 

monoliths of sound 


I am hearing something 
unsubstantiated 

with a flask of potion 
I drink 

to be unearthed 

I want to feel 

the very land's reflection 

at a point of collision 

pe rce ptions 

under the spell 

of the engraved philosophy 




-11/24/2019 



41 


I am spoken to 
of miraculous truths 
though I cannot see beyond 
a futile absurdity 

I do not speak of 
these sparkling bones 

the world 

will whisk you 

into a sleep of winds 

I cannot help 
but to abhor 
those soliloquies 
poisoned by vanity 

I drift 

to where nothing is amended 

a sacrifice of unknowing 
yields me 
to the abyss 


*** 


-11/24/2019 



42 


I cannot recollect 
the face of Helios 

I who once 

spoke through oracle vapor 

I forget my trifles 
I am as a scarecrow 
beneath Athena's spear 

I behold 

a palace of light 
before awakening 

though it is gone 

as soon as the industrial world 

exhale s 

the sulfur of its monotony 


*** 


-11/24/2019 



43 . 


I want to feel 
the gravity 
of something else 

pulled towards 
a devouring artifice 

statues that eat 
the worshippers 

in deserts 
that will hide 
the hones 

through ages of conquest 

I want to see 
an immaculate palisade 

and above 

the hydrogen night ablaze 


-11/24/2019 



44 


I am infused 
with the sting 

ground 

beneath my feet 
e rode d 

there are minotaurs 
wan de ri ng 
vulturous streets 

there are requiems 
given to the candle 

a hollow light 
never ethereally seen 
pe rvade s 

a melancholy vapor 
floats upon 
the weeds 

such a withering 
is anointed 


*** 


-11/25/2019 



45 


I cannot find 

the redemption 

that I am supposed to need 

I cannot find 
the tranquility 
of self assurance 

I hear only 
the jackals 

of the Full Moon's invocation 

we shall enter 

the shadow of nothing 

petroleum cartels 
commandeer the television 

give your coin 
to the hydra 

don't grab the attention 
of the minions of surveillance 

seek out 

the world within mirrors 


*** 


-11/25/2019 



46 


Hi ght 

I long for you to vanquish 
this meaninglessness 

a stoic resolve 
infected 

by time's impartiality 

a tomb of plastic 
rises from the ocean 

I have given 
my bitterness 

to the ice that is yet to come 

when so much is frozen 
without a pulse 

I necessitate 
captivity here 

we are waiting 
for the cosmic sign 

a Rosi crucian radio beacon 
reveals much to Earth 
of the most silent angels 




-11/25/2019 



47 


I wanted 

a truer apparition 

I was stung 
clawe d 
invaded 

radios were bursting 
within my mind 

e very 
voi ce 
pe rhaps 

isolated 

sacramentally 

desolation without mirrors 
absolution beyond my strength 
nightly I was dispelled from doubting 
great fissures of thought 

erratically hurled into a transformation 
rightly or wrongly 

oceans of noise.sound.and static 

unified cataclysms of audio appearing 
silence devoured by the rupture 


*** 


-11/25/2019 





48 


I saw no lunacy 
in the masquerade 

I saw the moonlight 
feeding the vipers 

gargoyle s 

of the plutonium rain 

nightly eyes 
gree n 

with opulent poison 

collisions of idolatries 
spew media expenditure 

false orchids 
of capitalism 
grow in scorched expanses 


*** 


-11/25/2019 



49 


The internet 

infest my sleep 

as a realm of cobwebs 

pulsating information 
feeding the subconscious 

a painted-over feudalism 
familiar to moths 

tripods 

of the nitrate 
tote ms 

of the fascist steel 

give me the tranquility 
of an out of body projection 

a forest of fog 

vi si bi li ty 
as shadow 

and above 

the floating dirigibles 
of the Djinn 




- 11 / 25/2019 



50 


In a tower of audio punishment 
I am held a prisoner 

by an invisible syndicate of deception 

telepathic surveillance ongoing 

held against my conscious will 

electric noise devastating clear thought 

venomous are these enigmas 

officially proclaimed to not exist 

in the corridors of prestigious university 

cacophonies of barbed-wire sound reverse all blessing 

elusive decrees and spoken cryptography 

slicing through the futility of all mental barriers 

alone.abused by these harpies 

reverberations of strange echo 
electric distortions amplified 

razor-like sounds of an electric saw 
eclipsing all other familiar sounds of serenity 
alien thoughts flooding into the mind 
left upon a plateau of crumbling sanity 


*** 


- 11 / 25/2019 




51 


There was nothing this morning 
hut for celebrity news 

with my coffee 
I was reconciled to oblivion 

we have stars 
here on Earth 

and we must chronicle 
their moments 
like fiendish sages 
brighter super novas 
of the camera 

are we ever to be reconciled 

will we be appeased of this empty wanting 


- 11 / 25/2019 



52 


Venomous profane diatribes 

obscurity.it is all obscurity 

induced into a state of exhaustion 
ceaseless barrages of lies and mangled truths 
echoes of the same audio derangement 
stolen rest....pounded by jagged words 

even if I escape indecision 

night will be a carnival of disturbance 

tomorrow is a familiar broken mirror 

invocations.my guilty memory 

time amassing thorns and vines 

introduced to the hollowness of past convictions 
elusive....yet with assurance of existence 
sleep has become a plateau of the unrecognized 

ever seeking are they to pillage 

xenolith of icy voices 

impossibility ruined by this fissure 

subliminal domination thwarted by indifference 

time is an abyss through which they fly like crows 




- 11 / 25/2019 





53 . 


I exist 

in moments of fissure 

the curtain 
of night 
has fallen 

erase me 

erase this land 

of sterile electricity 

spi ri t s 

feed my insomnia 

night itself 
is as a symmetry 

crumbling 

as an archaic ruin 

hours 

are as inquisitions 
the stars 

are an exiled salvation 




- 11 / 26/2019 



54 


All of this exploded audio 
fragments of metallic sound 

I await 

the intrusive choir 
lost nights 
a lunar despair 
I will go 

and journey by a sleep 

I will exhale 
imaginings 

shadows cannot 
silence this mind 

illusions will invite 
an entanglement 
before me 

*** 


- 11 / 26/2019 



55 


I touch 
di3ti11ation 

a thought curved 
and rounded 

disappearance 
from confinement 

this ether 
is full of wishes 

I am upon the shore 
of a long night 

forgive me 

absolving waves of fury 

I have seen no immortality 
that does not sink 

I have seen 

glorious auras 

fill the soul with mercury 


*** 


- 11 / 26/2019 



56 


Exile me 

calamity of moments 
I want 

no more Earth 
of the dreary 

I want fast navigation 
to a black hole 

such a mysterious power 
the obliteration of light 

a desolation 

where fairy tales 

are stretched on the rack 

the truth 

has thorns 

that are infinite 

everyday 
all the damn 
infinite thorns 


*** 


- 11 / 26/2019 



57 


Tonight 

amidst the routine 
hearing these voices 
of the astral globe 

I await 
I await 

the disembarkation 
of the other me 

find me resolution 
in such the clouded state 

find me 
orchids 

amidst the shadows 


*** 


- 11 / 26/2019 



58 


Created abominations 

I feel the sand 
of exile 
beneath me feet 

palm trees and the Moon 
an oasis of the final end 

lost to this world 

disappe ari ng 

I will emerge in another 

someplace 

of the greatest mystery 

I will reap 

the wind's sacrament 

I will walk upon 
the consecrated ether 


*** 


- 11 / 26/2019 



59 


I saw the candle flame 

desolated 

by a breeze 

tr ansie nee 

why must we believe 

in the futile 

I want no more 
solitude of ice 

as I am 
as I am 

this refusal 
of brighter things 

time will hide vampires 
no more 

we shall all be usurped 
by the fangs 




- 11 / 26/2019 



60 


The body 

the Sun 

and the Earth 

forest of my disenchantment 
through you 

I vanish into fallen leaves 

through you 
I establish 
a temple of mind 

thoughts become 
as dancing ornaments 

I am given a sundial 
to circumnavigate 
the sea of time 




- 11 / 27/2019 



61 


I want experience 
to feel the solar 
exhale of fire 

I want to he he yond 

the dominion of the oil drum 

I want to hear sounds 
that confirm quantum void 

I was told 

that everything is a trial 
now I am here 

fading into this insomnia 

ziggurat torches 

burning in the dictatorship 

the social order 

has not been misunderstood 

it has been blind 

to the extent of this reality 

upheaval and night 

pour out of the subterranean soul 




- 11 / 27/2019 



62 


Voids of knowledge 

numerous amidst these expanses 

I want medallions glaring 

wine to numb 

the sea of wonton thoughts 

this cannot he 
lost to indifference 

the Sun has its own music 
that sweeter song of hydrogen 

a miracle unveiled 

our inventions must sway 

there is an astral key 
its way is apparition 




- 11 / 28/2019 



63 . 


Symmetrical audio 
curved and warped 
by a petroleum fire of unreason 

this portent black smoke 
the horizon 

is an apocalyptic vision 

an extinguished candle 
this absence of light 
the summation 

of memory scattered to restless wind 

what cannot be known 
divides all of these words 

here is an elusive presence 

essence.there is such here 

hidden beyond the material 

the days 

all these appearances 
shroud these labyrinths 

just beneath 

an isle of sky 

a shore of the imagined 

a place of miracles 
disguised by coral 




- 11 / 28/2019 




64 


Drift away.I'll be 

ever so displaced 
among towers 
of the ethereal 
substance of a marooned 

dream.I left you there 

upon that shore 

we were without a vessel 

to journey further on 

now this Aztec Sun is sovereign 

over dominions 

of oceanic currents flowing 

towards that city 

of golden glare 

golden magical glare 

where I recognized the vision 

of an eternal garden 

deliver me from 

this confinement of seawalls 

I would wish to abandon 

this lesser truthful serenity 

I know a more sacred illumination 

I know of a serpentine vineyard 

and its alchemical consummation 

I will be ascended 

through these graces of wine 




- 11 / 28/2019 





65 


I have been 
for so long 
distilling moonlight 

I want the invocation 
of the mysterious flower 

an armada of shadows 

it is disbelieved 

it is motioned towards an altar 

this Babylonian monolith 
will appear again 
and again and again 
in a fortnight 

these ravens of the intrepid 

how it all sways and goes 
with the whims of the dreamer 

and here we are 
poised to receive 
the bestowal of starlight 
when the appointed hour chimes 

where these pines 

are something 

dreamt over mystified sea 

*** 


- 11 / 28/2019 



66 


I have seen something here 
misplaced in its desert 
touched by the Sun's atomic song 
I awaited the scorpion 
to herald the upheaval 
of such an hour 

where expanse itself 
is a soliloquy 

and the cacti 
are as stylites 
enchanted by the azure 

here I have seen 

the moonbeam crystalize 

and have heard 

such echoes of seraphim 

in winged sleep 
I was carried 

to the morning's glowing shore 

there it all is 

what time has formulated 

perceiving distances of mirrored illusion 

I shall follow 

that cerulean chariot 

as it rises 

degrees of mythological zephyr 

oracles of the land 
between transitions 
I see this serenity as a phoenix 


*** 


- 11 / 28/2019 



67 


Come and awaken 

this thought of deeper labyrinths 

Find you what 

the minotaurs could not 

stone effigies 
spirits of salt 
now taken to the horizon 
of remembrance 

such a potent incense to commemorate 
it brings to my soul 

a certain. 

I can see 

the first light now 

and listening 
I can hear 

the sparrows minstrel of joy 

this luminance 

washing over the pillars 

time and its own bell are curved 

there is a far more subtle 
cacophony here 

a sphere of the church organ 
this azure is my cathedral 

the tolling.the tolling 

down corridors.valley of orchids 

does not this light 

in misted regal pronouncement testify 
take your dreams 
to which sky may seem 
a divinity of long recollection 


*** 


- 11 / 29/2019 






68 


I have long seen this medallion 
in dreams of Sunlight 
touching tropical stone 
a pyramid of the bygone 
a texture of epochs 

and there it is 
this echo of an hour 
the spirit of the time 
has left its mark 
a ripple in ether 

wings.a radiance 

I see before me 
these eyes open 
to behold the dawn 

the sea beckons 

hypnotic forms 

walking among the violets 

the Moon is disappearing into azure 

with sails and compass 

the astrolabe handled like 

an invocation 

in this equatorial breeze 

I leave the mind's grimoires 

with thought of stars 

veiled by the sphere of the day 


*** 


- 11 / 30/2019 




69 


Infuse this song 

where the orchids glare 

glowing in stellar 

nebulous cloud of thoughts 

I find here no immediate 

stir or rumble of clay 

emerald deities we dream so ancient 

unleashed now .here.and tomorrow 

this bountiful living ether 

breath.breath.of Olympian 

heights.where the lightning is 

bedazzlement.there is no 

familiar spirit of this light 

a reed sways.a bird in flight 

the waves absolve.this penitence of winds 

and salt as a blessed.sacramental 

it is solemn.yes.and the sea urchins 

touched by providence.that celestial choir 

the sea washes away the uncherished memory 
and the gull as a sentinel 

in this planetary expanse.the horizon 

in its optical.splendorous 

vision of gilded symmetry 

where galleons will find fair winds 

or a boundary of all things 


- 12 / 1/2019 

















70 


The very edge 

of where the candle lights 

here I gazed 

with marooned eyes 

upon a more elusive shore 

where realms embrace 

hidden here.unseen 

Min o a n vaults 
Assyrian dreams 
a rising stone of Luxor 
desert of ancient whispers 

it is all the smoke 

of an expanse without purpose 

a rising Sun 

each day bestowing 

an illumination of the soul 

wayward drifting 

towards an isle of serpents and haze 
I can feel the fluidity 
of such a moment's apex 

unseen going forth....the alignments 
the causality of esoteric motions 
where lies beyond the vast mirror 
where lies more than only reflection 

*** 


- 12 / 1/2019 




71 


Ho.now.do not infer 

here we go.leeward 

I call to you 
through dreamy light 

at the garden.early morning 

last night.those stars 

touching my soul 

this soil.full of whisper 

how time is so.a meteor 

soon enough.an endeavor and mystery 

a desert of sand 
folding into a new scene 

lilacs and hells of remembrance 

I have discovered 
a cathedral here 

within the interior of a moment 

my circle of shadows 
separating time 

where I may find 
a truest breeze 

and the pine trees are as adornments 
to where I walk under Heaven 


*** 


- 12 / 1/2019 











72 


The eclipse has its own music 

many pyramids 
have been devoured 
hy time’s hunger 

known to me 

are the emerald eyes 

of a sphinx 

I have seen in a mirror 

where orchids rise 
to touch Andromeda 

I have seen this gate 

opened to the fleet of galleons 

the lunar mist we breathe 

there are many 
coral sepulchers 
that we may never see 

we must perceive more deeply 
the candle 
the wind 
si le nee 




- 12 / 1/2019 



73 . 


How sleep 
now sleep 
why not 


voi d 

i s 

the 

de se r t 

voi d 

i s 

the 

plateau 

voi d 

i s 

the 

ocean 

voi d 

i s 

the 

mandolin 

voi d 

i s 

the 

me mory 

of Ithaca 


voi d 

i s 

the 

be ginning 

of the 

re d s 

ky 

voi d 

i s 

the 

Spanish Moss 

of a 

dream 


voi d 

i s 

the 

alche my 


of radio 
void is 

the hallucination's reply 

void is time 
salt 

and ether 

void is wine 
of oblivion 




- 12 / 1/2019 



74 


Bottomless pit of solace 

this herb is a gateway 
of seeing 

faint.distant starlight 

paradise is there 
through epiphanic stare 

stellar pillars 

incense rising 

from out of the twilight 

I would hut have 

this momentary sanctuary 

in symmetry with glaring idols 

I will drink 

the night sky's tapestry of constellations 
I want to know 

the true absolution of the enchanted leaf 
that I smoke 

upon the balcony of the intrepid 
I will gaze down upon the piazza 
of cherubim sculpture 

and there will be the discovery 
of invisible continents 
hidden there 

and of this bottle of spirit 
a ghost ship do I see inside 

and here I know the blessing wind is favorable 
to sail in dreams 
for Spain 

*** 


- 12 / 1/2019 




75 


This pearl within a thought 

this isolation within an hourglass 

I want nothing to rectify 
I am weary of days spent in obscurity 

I am weary 

of the industrial stampede 
it is all noise 

our ether 

poisoned by exhaust 
this sphere 

will fill with exhaust 

we shall create mountains 
of radioactive waste 

plastic will choke our souls 
and the soul of nature 

over-consumption 
will self-implode 

exhaust will light infernos 

plastic islands 

will ever expand without end 

we shall no more 
reach for the stars 
for they are lost to us 

meat industry plague 
of foul karma 

acidic rains 

shall sting the soil 

*** 


- 12 / 1/2019 



76 


I cannot remember 

the absolute tranquility 

these words are dust 
given an appearance 

I hear fissures 
mysteries of sound 
the proximity 
of another ethereal ocean 


the hourglass 

can never be usurped 


Iway s 
me mory 


thorns cannot a 
be plucked from 

serpents in the 

vultures in the 

Piranhas in the 


grassy field 
ai r 

mystical waters 




- 12 / 1/2019 



77 


A world of waking dreams 
and when it is not 
uncertainty 

shadows and rays of light 
entangled for infinity 

truth 
purpose 
the Sun 

the Moon 
the twilight 
the stars 

I hear what cannot he heard 

it is an illusion 

more real than everything 


*** 


- 12 / 1/2019 



78 


A palace of echoes 

a voice resounding upon moonlight 

foretelling of palatinate horizons 
at the first glowing of dawn 

I do not feel 
see or touch 

beyond these visions that inspire 
a dreamlike separation 
from this other time 
this other world 

that hinds me to the cycles of monotony 

beneath constellations majestic 
I will set myself adrift 
upon oceans of air 

I will seek the beyond 

the nautical charted dominions 

my sea is the atmosphere's spirit 

my words are whispers 

upon a breeze of clouded fathoms 

to be left starless 
for a single night 
is to despair 

there are cauldrons in places 
where dreams rise as mist 

I shall awaken 
within the forest 
of mirrored bliss 




- 12 / 2/2019 



79 


Labyrinths painted 

upon the blankness of the mind 

flowers lost to ice 

stars lost to haze 

memory without a horizon 

the Moon rising 
within a dream 

the owl 

is master of the hour 

let a new song begin 

and dissolve into the vapor 

of this desolation 


*** 


- 12 / 3/2019 



80 


I have seen 
the stone monolith 
upon the island 
upon the ocean 
within the dream 

on a night of spectral intrusions 

I have been within the forest 
that each moment 
was more and more 
being lost 

to a mist of oblivion 

I have seen the crows 
perched upon skeletal branches 
their eyes 

piercing infinities within the soul 

I have seen candlelight of remembrance 
e xpi re 

when darkness came 
to collect its bounty 

I have seen vast shrouds descend 
and block out the twilight 

I have known 

moments of obsidian feeling 
the reflections of light 
fade into void 




- 12 / 3/2019 



81 


A lasting siren song 
for me 

it never ends 
on and on 

impulses like vines 
grow out of my subconscious mind 
there is a ceaseless wind 
I feel 

like there are always waves beneath me 
I always find those places 
of hidden rocks alluring 
fate seems ever aligned 
to recklessly steer me closer 

the rocks of oblivion 
these eyes of sirens 
always I see in my dreams 

I seek escape 

through transformation 

a meeting of my soul 

with the vastness of the sea 


*** 


- 12 / 4/2019 



82 


An infinity of wave and azure 
marauders of pearl eyes 
illusions of salvation 
I am marooned upon an isle 
forgotten by every galleon 

How I am nothing 

but a disciple of moonlight 

I mix stars with my rum 

and am drunk upon creation’s fire 

I seek out 

coral thresholds of philosophy 
in this exile from books and mirrors 

I breathe 

the mortality of the hourglass 

I hear the songs of mermaids 
they are like desolate roses 

I see phantom sails upon the horizon 

I am surrounded 

by a caravan of mirages 

I envision solar cathedrals 
to escape this despair 
yet each dawn 

I find an eternity of ocean 


- 12 / 4/2019 



83 . 


An awakening 

in a moonless garden 

I am in a misaligned hour 

memories spill from me in cascades 

I feel the presence 
of the last sphinx 

I feel the utter serenity 
from within a tomb of stars 

I see a candelabra 
suspended in the night sky 

I hear a choir of werewolves 

I behold a palace of hemlock 

I feel a wind of bat wings 

I will drink 

and drink again and again 
the absinthe 
that separates me 
from the plateau of omens 


- 12 / 4/2019 



84 


I hear the voices 
of invisible Hydras 

I hear the voices 
of psychotic thought-forms 

I hear the voices 
of dark ethereal legions 
feeding upon the human mind 

I hear the calamity 
of occult disasters 

I hear the rushing winds 
of a thousand radio portals 

I am lost in the moonlight 
amidst a demonic voices barrage 

I go into the dark room 
where I will be afflicted 
with supernatural insomnia 

tonight I will drift 
into astral borderlands 

I will be surrounded by the ones 
who speak envenomed tempest 


*** 


- 12 / 4/2019 



85 


Left to drift 

without an anchor of purpose 

starlight solidifies 
cast upon this world 
as rays of alchemical light 

me ani ng 

beauty 

truth 

mate rialize 

in variations of the frozen 


I touch this radiant 
ri gi d 

form of creation 


time is stopped 

as this glare overtakes perception 


here a frozen world 
is entangled with the celestial 

here the lasting breath of centuries 
is crystalline 

here divinity and ice 
are one vision 

that awakens the sleeping spirit 


- 12 / 5/2019 



86 


My own dreams shall collide 
with the nightmares of the Sun 

a goblet of elixir 
potion of astral zephyr 

lighting the shadowed corridors 
of thoughts 

an amphitheater of reminiscence 

echoes resound down the centuries 
hidden within the labyrinths 
of hourly hallucinations 

islands of moments 
upon ocean haze 

and symphonies heard from the glaring stars 

resurrected fragments of euphoria 
meridians of pearl luminance 
colossus of bone and soul reflection 
where mirrors are thresholds of experience 

hieroglyphic sonnets of barley 
salts of invocation 

the Pharaoh's voice inscribed upon memory 

malted gas lights 
London fog streets 
lost to eternal fog 

waking up in Idaho 

dawn of alchemical element 

streets of Eugene Oregon epiphany 

Cleopatra's barge off an Atlantic City beach 
I aim for nothing with these words 
and they are scattered as wolfsbane 
in a tempest 

henceforth known but to the ghost 

of The Plying Dutchman 

*** 

- 12 / 5/2019 



87 


Me dusa 

under the gaslight 

turning strolling soothsayers 

into stone 

ever will I find myself 
e ntangled 

in Hera's garden of tulips 

I will leap from the Moon 

into Ponce de Leon's swimming pool 

I will take this bread 

and feed it to the clone of Cerberus 

I will awaken bats 
upon Carpathian soil 

I will be the scribe 
of the king of all moths 

in a hot air balloon 

I will make haste 

for the holographic stars 

it is nobody's secret 
we are but the dreams 
of an alien computer spirit 


### 


- 12 / 5/2019 



88 


Tonight I contemplate 
truth 
me ani ng 
and stars 

tonight I disappear 
into the winter's 
brutal presence 

tonight I discover 
ice covered longitudes 
upon my balcony 

multitudes of moments 
lost to sleeplessness 

I want to slip away 
into a dream 
yet am prevented 
by a hydra 

with a voice of hebenon 
no.not hi ng 

nothing reflects infinity any longer 
these nights 

are as abyssal toadstools 

as a violet aura appears 
upon the horizon 
of parallel dimensions 

dawn.the dawn 

is a rebirth 
of puzzling festivals 

*** 


- 12 / 6/2019 





89 


The devouring of a song 

the ashes upon the newly fallen snow 

the very night 

hurls its scythe into the forest 

the chorus of crows 

descends from this onyx sphere 

all that I want to find 
is unrevealed 

tell this to me 

while the hells toll at midnight 

the soliloquies 
heard in the mist 
shroud of vipers 
tongues of inferno 

degenerate knavery of devious cauldrons 

where shall I go 
winged imp 

of the moonlight'd derangements 

where shall I see 
that rare seraphic aura 

where I find 

this shadow of self 

that stars are as 

jeweled memories diminished 




- 12 / 6/2019 



90 


Just here 

waiting for this moonlight 

just here 
waiting for 

the bright orchid of Aphrodite 
I suppose 

just here 

waiting on a river of wine 
to appear 

waiting for all that wine 
to mingle with the starlight 
inside of me 

here I am 

lost inside of another day 
that seems like 
a discarded dream 

here I am 

waiting for the thunder 
of illumination 

here I am 

far from the immaculate pearls 
that radiate 

here I am 

in the path of the sandstorm 
the sea of serpent visions 
the sky of crow's wings 

*** 


- 12 / 7/2019 



91 


Last night 

was a shroud 

of vaporous obsidian 

last night there was 
an apocalypse of maritime radio 

the shadows of gargoyles 
were hidden from the sight 
of prowling exorcist 

last night 

there was a thorn so near 
taken from a rose of Hades 

the ravens glided 
upon ashen air 

and wormwood was growing 
from soil of alchemy 

the weathervane 

was a pillar of stillness 

waiting for the last dawn 

and then alas 
a rain of limbless dolls 




- 12 / 7/2019 



92 


I touch the seams 
of nocturnal ether 

there is nothing 
I want to feel 

only the herb’s pulsations 

I will go now 
wicked mirror 
down to the streets 
of esoteric twilight 

no.no I don’t want it to matter 

at least not in the atomic sense 

grace me with lizard eggs 

I can see the gaslight 
sphinx of the soul 

that light.nebulous 

and arachnoid 

that light.all pervading 

the distillation 
of phonographs and potions 

I see clearer 

the tapestry of mushrooms 

*** 


- 12 / 7/2019 






93 . 


I can sense you there 
vaporous hellhound 
as X see it 

you are without explanation 
yet there you are 
your fangs 

your realism as potent 
as icy air 

all of this scenery 
jackal tongues 
hyena breath 
tides of pythons 

these willows 

mark the graves of dreams 

I ascend towards pyramid eyes 
there was nothing there all along 

yet there was always you 
defying horizons of scrolls 

you exist 

upon the gilded edge 
of night 


*** 


- 12 / 7/2019 



94 


Lets go out 
and devour halos 

lets go out 
and accumulate 
scepters and athames 

lets go out 
and find goblets 
of hallucination 

lets go out 
and disappear 
into an early haze 

lets go out 
into the garden 
of tar pits 

lets shoot arrows 
at the Sun 

lets invoke 

all that hydrogen 

that is mystified 

lets make of this day 
a poetic feast 
of orchids on the Moon 


*** 


- 12 / 7/2019 



95 


At the night's edge 
I awaken 
to a world 

of demigod machinery 

what a wasteland 
fills the prophecy 
of the tarot cards 

there are no 

minstrels to he heard anymore 
these days 

it's all spectacle of illusion 

so lets just go 
exist on another planet 
one we can conjure 
in smoke and serenity 

lets just go 

feel the sunlight 

as they did 

at the Aztec rituals 

well before conquistadors arrived 

lets go strike the invaders 
with a plague of magic 

lets go find 
the mushrooms 
of the seers 




- 12 / 7/2019 



96 


We’ve made monsters 
out of ideologies 

we’ve carelessly 

let the propagandist 

hack inside of our televisions 

all of these political scandals 
make our souls numb 

caught up 

in the feudalist system 

though we don’t 

call it that anymore 

numb as any 
just looking 

to find my island of serenity 
amidst all the street traffic 
and tidal wave 
of mechanized noise 


- 12 / 7/2019 



97 


It's all pillaged now 
the night around here 

it's wrecked 
marooned 

exiled to a deserted 
island of skulls 


it’s a sunken galleon 
with not much left 
to scavenge 

it's a balloon condemned 
to fall hack to Earth 

it's a zeppelin 
over Hew Jersey 

it's a tree full of crows 
awaiting the meaning of life 


it's the end of radio 
for all eternity 


it’s the 
sho wi ng 
through 


M o o n 

us the future 
its desolation 


it’s a sage on mushrooms 
losing his mind 
in the acid rain 




- 12 / 7/2019 



98 


There’s not much 
of a distinction here 
to me the world 
feels upside down 

waiting on machine assimilation 
can become a dreary routine 

so lets go skip and hop 
into the wine bottle 

why not? 

the future will create 
its own uncertain circuitry 

lets go look for fangs 
where the gargoyles 
keep vigil 

I will try 

and keep the nihilism 

from getting through the window 

if I breathe it in 
that’s it 

I won’t have any reason 
to get moving 

I’ll simply wait for the fog 
and for the obscurity 
to take away all of these days 
when the philosopher’s work 
is never done 


- 12 / 8/2019 



99 


Pantheons of crows 

that is the dimly lit discovery 

navigator of excessive electricity 

of Babylonian omens spoken 

and all this divination 

you can infuse into a poem 

see it sparkle 

as the astrolabe of Helios 

cascades of astral florescence 

descending down upon 

our vintage and metaphysical photography 
would you believe 

that the three heads of the hydra 
are more than a mere symbol 
the art of the mind 
has its many hieroglyphs 

I don't know what to do with myself 
I've already invoked 
the illustrious mirages 
of my beloved herb 

I want to go 

down to the bay 

and find the pearl of being 

I want to breathe that air of synthesis 
light and water 

the glare of Sun and wave 
a simulated angel 

ethereal scrolls invisible 

proclaim the coil of lucent experience 


*** 


- 12 / 8/2019 



100 


Today was as cold 
as a victim of Medusa 

yes.everything 

seemed frozen in stone 
it was as if 
we had recklessly 
looked into the eyes 
of a vengeful demigod 

and by mid-afternoon 
I had simply had it 
with the traffic 

this place has changed 
I'm not saying 
that I need isolation 
hut I'll take some 

if there's any to be found around here 

the rest of the world 
and I 

don't really need each other 
I'm starting to believe 
and it's good 

to have something to believe in 
yet here I am 

like a fountain of disappointment 
a fountain that's all frozen 

it was damn cold today 

and I found myself 

thinking of Medusa 

now there's someone 

with a talent for getting even 

*** 


- 12 / 8/2019 




101 


Tomorrow 

it's lack to work 

luilding pyramids 

for the corporate pharaohs 

never mind that 

just pay your taxes 

and don't cause any problems 

you'll get compensated 

you'll get plenty 

of circus and bread 

and subliminal commercials 

beamed into your head while you sleep 

and some pyramid shaped asteroid 
just flew by the Earth 
but who's paying attention 
watch what you want to watch 
while the electrical grid 
takes on a life of its own 

get your soft drink 

or whatever's your poison 

drink away all your troubles 

super-volcanoes like time clocks 

cell phones like the Inquisition 

a garden full of Hemlock 

an asp or two hidden in the closet 

the stage is rigged to collapse 

it's like a G-reek tragedy 

but with the latest appliances 


*** 


- 12 / 8 - 9/2019 



102 


This afternoon 

a little voice told me 

that this was all 

just a great big illusion 

just an enormous computer program 

beyond my comprehension 

the world 
re ality 
all of it 

that I was in 

some kind of ant farm 

and I confess 

my very first thought 

was to ponder why? 

why? 

what the hell 

would be the point of that? 
then I tried 

not to think about it at all 

I was at the day job 

and needed to get back to work 

and within five minutes 
I was doing this or that 
on my office computer 

working with the computer program 

but there were 

no little voices then 

just a few more long hours 

stuck in that place 

stuck in there 

with the other ants 


- 12 / 9/2019 
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Serpentine twilights 
no....they aren’t any good 
hut it does happen 

and yes.sometimes 

at around six o’clock 

I hear those phantom 

Medieval cathedral hells 

it happens 

and The Black Death 

is never really far away is it? 

they just found new cases of it 

somewhere not too long ago 

we* re not completely 

out of the woods yet 

and I used to drink 

my share of heer in the evenings 

hut the mornings got dreary 

the lighthulhs in my head 

were going out one hy one 

so I went hack to the alchemical fix 

it’s working out okay so far 

I’ve been seeing emerald stars 

and the neighbor’s dog 

becoming half a monarch 

holding a scepter 

and the Moon looks like 

an inviting garden to me 

and these old empty heer bottles 

look like old Roman statues 

of some mythical faun 

that danced around 

in a mythical forest 

inciting mythical drunkenness 


*** 


- 12 / 9/2019 




104 


This winter wind 
seems full 
of ninja stars 
samurai swords 
Italian crossbows 

and mercenaries 
of the ninth circle 

and the electricity 
has been real flakey 
around here 

it can get 
real Medieval 
all of a sudden 

like yesterday 
when a plague 
mi ngle d 

with the wiring 


*** 


- 12 / 9/2019 



105 


The Sun-Worship sunlight 
yesterday at twilight 

feeding my invocation 
of Icarus 

I want nothing so consequential 
just a brief feeling 
of the pulse of the unreal 

crescent moon shadows 

and faint Druid inscriptions 

I am with you out here 
in the peyote desert 

here we have found 
the esotericism 
of the petroleum 
the iodine 

the carbon dioxide muse 
all of us 

awaiting the return 
of stiletto wielding 
troubadours of AM Radio seance 


I want you to know 

the sweet harmonics 

thermometer Mercury of paranoia 


I want you to 
the scorpions 
we shall find 
to new realms 


se e 

of the grimoire 
the rabbit hole 
of botany 


*** 


- 12 / 8/2019 
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This world 
I once knew 
becoming ever more 
automated 

automated voices 
calling me 
on the phone 
telling me about 
capitalist rapture 

non-reality 

has its fissure 

down on the corner 

just under the streetlight 

new worlds of gasoline 
and deserts of insomnia 

I find no serenity- 

in these broken philosophies 

the demigods of ether 
dominate 

the subliminal audio realms 

I am without conclusions 
I am without 
spectral objectivity 

hallucinations pour out of 
my ideas of seraphim 

drifting islands 
of stereo fragments 
among all those radio hydras 
of the sky 




- 12 / 10/2019 



107 


I am waiting 
for something 
that is not real 

I am waiting 

for eternal shadows 

upon the plateau 

of plutonium disconnection 

all of this sovereignty 
is a holographic 
fixation spectacle 

the paparazzi 

crazed for photographic ecstasy 

the cinemas glaring 

with quantum photosynthesis 

awakening strange 
hallucinated 
eyes in the haze 

vaporous Tarot predictions 
shine though our windows 
like a solar metamorphosis 
of pyramid offerings 
to the atomic deities 

we will step into 

the amphitheater of ravens 

we will find cyclops 
in our elevators 
looking to devour 
our forbidden ideas 
of our apostasy 

*** 


- 12 / 10/2019 



108 


Everyday seems 

like a recycled endeavor 

towards meaningless drudgery 

But I steal moments 
when I can 
and find some bliss 
accordi ngly 

and it can come 
in several forms 

abandonment 

of confined perceptions 

herbs that awaken 

sensory plateaus of brightness 

putting into words 
the deconstruction 
of assumed normalities 

and once again 
the herb 
that invites 
the celestial 


*** 


- 12 / 11/2019 



109 


Waiting on 

the sacrificial hours 

when rays of moonlight 
are frozen to the windows 
and rooftops 

waiting on soliloquies 
of white noise and static 

hydras of capital 

have escaped from the confines 

of the imagi ne d 

this is a disassociation 
from the ritual of moments 

voids opening 

in the perception fields 

of the masses 

e ve rything 

is as a slow motion 

distortion of puppetry 

e ve rything 

is as an empty stare 

into the ethereal chasm 

the mind 

has its own stairway 
to clouded pyramids 




- 12 / 11/2019 



110 


I'm 

wai ti 

ng 

for ig 

to 

walk acr 

oss my 

I'm 

wai ti 

ng 

to see 

vulture s 

ci 

r c li ng 

ove 

r he ad 



I'm 

wai ti 

ng 

for 


these temples of illusions 
to go dark 


hut all I see 
is a gray sky 
and a few crows 

and tonight 

the moonlight is frozen 
and tonight 

there is an omen somewhere 
pertaining to tomorrow 


and there are roses 
out there 

in a field somewhere 
looking wonderful 

and I'm just here 

waiting for the boatman 

to ferry me across 

the mirky river of faded memory 

and when I reach 
that island of stone 
I'll look hack upon 
the obscured place 
where I was 


- 12 / 11/2019 



Ill 


Have I been hearing 
sonnets of melted snow 
all of this time? 

empty words 

come in through the window 

there is something about 
that I want 
transluce nt 

hidden within radio portals 
and moonlight 

there was a time 

when I feasted upon genuflections 
yet then I withered the roses 
through my own hazy thoughts 

if you have yet 
to trample your own serpents 
then there is no need 
to speak of anything 
to the bedazzled souls 

I see the ravens 
perched close by 
their wings 
embody the night 

the ruins of dreams 
lie scattered about 
the valley of wires 




- 12 / 12/2019 



112 


It's a cold one 
tonight 

yet not 
quiet enough 

cars keep passing by 

radio 

from the astral planes 
fills this room 

voice s 

from someplace else 
speak to me 
of broken mirrors 

the news reports 
make us a little more 
numb to the world 

I see a shadow 
that is true 
when I am false 

there is a spider 
in the corner 
that braves the cold 
better than I 

an eerie music 
is pouring out of 
the lightbulbs 

and that’s alright 
sleep will take me 
when it gets around to it 




- 12 / 12/2019 



113 . 


These unwanted echoes 
keep returning 

in this chamber 
of the dimly lit 

distortions of sound 
become an extension 
of perceivable void 

to perceive this void 
is to become disenchanted 
with unconscious expectations 

a cacophony 
of acidic invention 

my words of devotion 

perish within 

the salt of the Sun 

light cannot become 

transforme d 

nor hallowed here 

the beginning of time 
was a devious rotation 

I know 

that the cassette tape isolation 
is a mirrored relapse 
of radio disintegration 




- 12 / 14/2019 



114 


Subliminal whispers 
sweep across 

the Late Capitalist land 

enchanted omens 

dreams dissolving 

into an indifferent incense 

what can I even say 
that will have 
any atomic mass 

I feel I cannot resonate 
with the dimensional portals 
through which 

these loudspeakers of mania blare 
all of this 

is a fallen personification of shadow 

we may drift 
into streams 
of temporal attuning 

and we may find 

the obelisk 

that we always sought 

in states of mind 

between full consciousness 

and horizons between 

the impressionist twilight 

we may go for now 
where the robotic 
cannot perceive 
as some singularities 
have yet to crystalize 

*** 


- 12 / 14/2019 
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These spectral 
marauding 
bei ngs 

throwing out 
venom-tipped words 

through an audio flood 
of electric white noise 
entangled periphery 

anti-sonnets exploding 
close to the ceiling 

these are wounds 
of what has been heard 

munitions of malevolent audio 
raining down from the sky 
these recollections 
these recollections 

all of that barbed-wire of kilohertz 
trappe d 

as hostage to a mysterious 
sentient invisible presence 

"many forms of life" 

"many forms of life" 

I heard spoken of 

I had pierced the barrier 
with the recording device 
flooding the room 

with forbidden sounds.voices.presence 

of ethereal audio tempest.hertz-tone void 

decibel nihilism of Tartarus unleashed 


- 12 / 14/2019 
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Nothing it seems 

in this techno-caste system 

fanged. reality 

is as bright.radiant 

as the solar expenditure 

that we are so often oblivious to 

islands of angelic sound perceived 
in the expansion 
of the dawn light 

cacophonies of petroleum invention 
soon blast out 

symphonies of mechanical pulsation 

metal.glass.body and spirit 

all of it in petrol-alchemical motion 

all of it 
ascending to apex 

vertigo.feelings of distorted time 

a revelation of brightness 
from distant fusion 

stacks of invisible amplifiers 
up there in the sky 
so near enthroned Helios 

a symbiosis....sound....light 
invisible texture 
subconscious gardens realized 
in esoteric cascades 
of Plutonium 239 

reverb of quantum strings 
receiving minds receiving 
hieroglyphs of sound cryptology 
number stations of astrology come alive 
with transmission of ghostly echoes 
throughout these Rosicrucian 
radio cathedrals of air 

*** 

- 12 / 15/2019 
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A symphony of metallurgy 
and quartz crystals 
glaring amidst 
the Hemlock potion 
eternity given form 

these days 

as antennas disappear 
shall they no longer 
propagate our transmissions 
into nebulous gardens celestial 

a cosmology of Hydrogen 
a thought of such a pantheism 

a voice rippling through 
a sonic sea of air 

time's fathoms 

now ever perceived with fluidity 
with an amulet of amnesia 

a nexus of oblivion 
appears before me 

I find the old starlight 
now as a vaporous ecstasy 




- 12 / 15/2019 
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This pondering 
of infinite time 
has been devoured 
by an abyss of vines 

a mediumistic presence felt 

the geometric walls cannot encapsulate 

and here within 
this inverted hyper-dream 
a glaring solar immensity 
as capitalist smog 

prisms.directing light 

into omens of demise 




- 12 / 15/2019 
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